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Beginning with a funereal account of the passing of Elizabeth
followed by the rejoicings at the accession of James, he finds a more
congenial subject in the story of the plague. It has often been
alleged that Defoe bonowed ideas from Dekker's realistic descrip-
tions of houses packed with the dying, streets full of coffins and
death-carts, pits heaped with putrefying carcasses, and the honor
and panic of the inhabitants ; but the resemblances between this
and the more famous account of a plague year are not so many as
the contrasts. Dekker attempts no histoiy of the terrible cieeping
progress of the visitation, but paints a few gruesome pictures and
tells some seasonable and several grimly comic anecdotes. Defoe's
is a tragic masterpiece ; Dekker's is a lighter work. His was merely
the journalistic aim to interest and amuse; and his heart is rather
in the " merry epilogue " than the " dull play," as he puts it on his
title-page—that is, in the tales ce cut out in sundry fashions of
purpose to shoitcn the lives of long winters nights, that lye watching
in the darke for us." In these latter pages he tells the story of the
wife who thinks herself at the point of death, confesses her frailties
to her astonished husband, and then recovers ; of the merry tinker
who buries the corpse that the whole village shrank from in terror,
and, making seven pounds by the transaction, comes back shouting:
" Have ye any more Londoners to bury, hey down a down dery,
have ye any more Londoners to bury ? " The Wonderfull Yeare
has many points in common with Ghristes Teares over Jerusalem;
but there is a closer reminiscence of Nashc in Dekker's portrait of
a rustic innkeeper, who might have been the army victualler in Jack
Wilton^ settled down in a village near London.
A goodly fat burger he was, with a belly arching out like a beer-
barrel, which made his legs (that were thick and short, like two piles
driven under London Bridge) to straddle half as wide as the top of
Paul's, which upon my knowledge hath been burnt twice or thrice.
... He was an host to be led before an emperor, and though he were
one of the greatest men in all the shire, his bigness made him not
proud, but he humbled himself to speak the base language of a tapster,
and upon the Londoner's first arrival, cried "Welcome ! a cloth for
this gentleman."
But the guest, next moments is struck down by the plague, and
all is panic and confusion.

